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Harris: Reno-Bentine Site

reno
no bentine site
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lay le

id read accounts of custer
how he had courage
but no other noticeable virtues
it made a moral tale
A proper comeuppance
for white mans arrogance

and 1I traced the route he took
As close as blacktop would allow

from fort abraham lincoln in dakota

on his punitive expedition
to make the black hills safe
for proper gold seekers
came to the hills above
the little bighorn before daylight
on a clear summer morning
and passed the scattered stones
that mark where armstrong
As george was called by family
and his younger brother tom
A hero in his own right
with two medals of honor
and the others went down
outnumbered outgunned
and outgeneraled too
shot and then butchered
by squaws
squads skinning knives
I1

on the hill beyond reno and bentine
with other companies of the seventh
waited that hot june afternoon

they saw dust and heard shots and knew
they were too late and too few

to mount a saving charge
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and fearing for their own hair
dug rifle pits around the hilltop
and waited for the dark

the dark was safe because
indians who died in the dark
went to a dark hunting ground
or so it was said but you never knew
so the night was long
1I too waited for sunup
looking down
on little bighorn coulee
the willows along the winding creek
the only green against the pale grass

there are washes and draws
leading up from the river
A thousand places of concealment
just out of rifle range
and the memory of shots and dust
and distant yells yesterday afternoon

and five thousand sioux and crow
and cheyenne led by sitting bull
crazy horse and gaul waiting
for just the right moment and
Spring fields reload slow
trapdoor springfields

the light came late
its a fearsome place to be
alone at summer dawn
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